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ful tone, in English, 'My lord takeand sharp gusts of wind and rain beat teonth year. Her round, white fore-
head, surmounted her visage of a most

hairy hands on the shoulder of Ro-lth- morning my penny's worth of
dolpho, cried, ," I bread and milk. " ' ' J

THE MYSTERIES OF PARIS.

BY EUGENE HUE,
care I

The unknown shrugged his should
against the walls; the clock ot the
Palais do Justice, in th o distance perfect oval ; her long and almost curl ' A greeting for the Cnourineur's The entrance of a new-come- r Into

Rouge ; then she added, with aston-

ishment, 'But who aro you, then ?

Except the Mailre ' Ecole there is
nobody from tho Ruo Saiut-Elo- i to
Notre Damo capable of lighting the
Chourineur. I thank you much, sir;

ers and joined his companions. The ing oyelashes half concealed her large mastor. Yes, friends, this young man I the tavern interrupted all conversa- -
coalman hovered near the door, listen' bluo eyes ; her small, rosy mouth, and

Grecian nose, her dimpled chin, anding with great attention, and from time
to time peeping through a small hole

has just been sousing me ; fair notice tion, and attracted all attention. He
to those who have any desire to hare was a man of about middle age, strong
their sculls cracked or backs broken, and robust, wearing a jacket and cap,
including also the Maitre d'Ecole, who perfectly conversant with the usages

uowney cheek, were lovely in tho ex
of the wretched window, which, as is

struck ton; some' women sheltered
under the heavy arched doorways
(gloomy and obscure a 8 caverns),
were singing in a subdued tone, some
popular airs.

One of these creatures was without
doubt, known by the man of whom we
have spoken, for he stopped sudden-
ly before her, and seized her by the

A tapi.s franc, in the nluiif? of the
murderers and thieves o f Paris,
means a smoking-hous- e or inn of the
very lowest class. A discharged con-

vict, who in this foul language is call-
ed an Ogre, or a woman of the same
class an Ogresse, commonly keeps a
tavern of this kind, resorted to by the
refuse of tho Parisian population :

liberated galley-slave- sharpers, rob-
bers, and asaassins congregate there.

treme ; from each sido of her lofty
temples a tress of pale auburn hair
descended low on her cheek, then pass

this time will find his master. I'll of the tapis-fran- c, and speaking in
answer for it. Ill bet' I Argot a he demanded some aDer.

At these words, from the Ogresse I Although this stranger was not a

if it had not been for you he would
have cruelly beaten me.'

The unknown, instead of answering
this woman, listened attentively to
her voico. Never had a sound more
sweet, moro silvery, more soft reach-
ed his ears. No endeavored to get
a glimpse of her face, but the night
was too dark, tho light from tho lamp

ing behind the small ear of ivory, was
fastened under a sort of bluo checked to the very least of the inmates of the I regular lounger at the tapis-franc- , he
handkerchief which sho wore upon her
head, tied, as is vulgarly called, a la

tapis-franc- , all eyes were turned to-- 1 now attracted no more attention, for
wards the conqueror of the Chou-- 1 he was known. To recognise "these

arm. The unfortunate creature tirew
back and said, in a timid voice,

usual in these dens, was thickly
with white paint on the inside.

CHAPTER. II
THE OOKESSE.

The tavern of tho Lapin Blanc is
situated about halfway down the street
aux Fovea ; it occupies the lower story
of a lofty house with two large win-

dows, called a guillotine. Above the

Marmotte. A string of coral beadsGood-nigh- t, Chourineur' (in ArgotIf a crime has been committed, the
pojiee casts its net in this receptacle

rineur with cowardly respect Some I fellows, robbers,like honest men, rare-o-f
them drawing their jugs to the end ly fail. -encircled her beautiful throat, of mostthis word means one who gives a blow

of filth and almost always the guilty
one is caught.

too feeble.
After having remained some min-

utes immovable, tho Chourineur rais-
ed himself and sat up.

of their tables, made room forlto j The new-com- placed himself In
dolphe ifhe might wish to seat himself, I such a position that he might observe

dazzling whiteness ; her dress, of blue
stuff, was much too large, and scarce-
ly concealed her round and elasticThis opening will inform the read wiuio others gathered around t b e I tne two men or whom we have spoken ; I

Chourineur to learn some details of I he scarcely took his eyes from off them:form ; a miserable little orange shawl,1 ako care ! said La Goualeuse, re door of a dark vaulted alley was sus-

pended an oblong, cracked lantern, on
er that he is about to be a spectator
of sorrowful and dismal scenes. If he with blue friuge,crossedonher bosom. tlie unknown, who had just made such I but they were so placed, that theytreating into tho alley, and drawing

with a knife.)
This man thus had been called in

the galleys.
'Is it thou, La Goualeuse (singer) ?'

said tho man in the blowse ; 'thou
must pay for my brandy, or I'll make
thee dance without music.'

'I have no money,' said the trem-
bling girl, for this man was much
feared in this quarter.

completed her attire. The charmingherprotectorby the arm. 'lake care, a victorious debut into their society. I could not see that they were watched.
voice of La Goualeuse had attracted

consents, we will penetrate into hor-

rible, unknown regions; frightful and
liidoouo figure a warm in these foul

bven the Ogresse herself Binilod I .Notwithstanding his audacit. theperhaps he will try (OeftSgc himself.'
'Boqiiiot. my girl; if ho wants any

which was painted in red letters, 'Here
longings can be had for tho night.'

CiMiri(H!F, fwottaloiiMO, aim! tlm un-

known, entered the tavern.
It was a long, low room, into which

the attention ofher unknown defender ; most graciously on Rodolphe; and,! Chourineur showed much deference ;

in effect, this voice, so sweet and haralleys like reptiles in a swamp. Ev

THE NATION'S DEAD.
Four hundred thousand men,

The brave the good the true,
Id tangled wood, in mountain glen,
On battle plum, in prison pen,

Lie dead for me and you !

Four hundred thousand of the bravo
Have made our ransomed soil their grave.

For me and you
Good friend, for me and yon !

In many a fevered swamp,
By many a black bnyou,

In many a cold and frozen camp,
The weary sentinel ceased his trump,

And died (or me and you
From Western plain to Ocean tide
Arefltretchcd the graves of those who died,

For me and you !

Good friend, for me and you !

On many a bloody plain
Their ready swords they drew,

And poured their like the rain,
A home a heritage to gain,

To gain fur me and you
Our brothers mustered by our side,
They marched, and fought, and bravely died,

For mo and you, ,
Good friend, for me and you.

Up many a fortress wall
They charged these boys in blue

'Mid surging smoke, and cannon ball,
The bravest were the first to fail!

To fall for me and you
These noble men the nation's pride,
Four hundred thousand men have died,

For me and you
Good friend, for me and you !

In treason's prison-hol- d

Their martyr spirits grew
To stature, like the saints of old,
While, amid agonies untold,

They starved, for me and you!
The good, the patient, and the tried,
Four hundred thousand men have died.

For me and you
Good friend, for me and you !

A debt we ne cr can pay
To them is justly due,

And to the nation's latest day
Our children's children still shall say,

"They died for me and you !"
Four hundred thousand of the brave,
Made this our ransomed soil their grave,

For me and you
Good friend, 'or me and you!

monious, hail such an irresistible atery one has read those admirable
more, I am ready to servo hi in.

The brigand heard these words. 'I
have the cototuinlc en bringues,' said

a thing unheard of in the annals of to Rodolphe, and not daring to tutoyer
the tapis-fran- even raised herself (address him familiarly).' This man
from her place at the bar, and came had no respect for the laws, but he
to ask Rodolphe what she should serve respected physical strength. "On the -

traction, that the crowd of miserable'If thy td jche (purse) is a yen(cinp
wretched, in the midst of whom xhe

woi ks-i-n which Cooper, the American
Walter Scott has described the sav-

age habits of the Indians, their pictur
he; 'for I have enough; won'tty) the Ogress ol the tapis-fran- c will

give thee croditlor thy pretty face. lived, often begged her to sing, and in

listening to her touching notes, had
to him and his company, an attention faith of man,' he said, although yon
she never paid even the Maitre d'Ecole have made ma dance, yet I am glad I
that famous villain who had made have met you.' 'Because yon find the

'.Mon Dieul I already owe heresque and poetic language, and the
thousand artifices by which they fly

they entered, with smoky ceiling and
black rafters, badly lighted by the
murkey rays of a miserable lamp. The
whitewashed walls were covered with
vulgar sketches, or with sentences in
Argot (slang); the floor of beaten
earth and salt was thickly covered
with mud; an armful of straw was
placed at the foot of the counter or bar

tne rent of the clothes I have on my surnamed her La OmWcwe(singer).
She had also received another name,

due, no doubt, to the innocent expres
back.' even the Chourineur tremble. I harlequin to your taste?'-'- 'In the i

'Ah ! thcu makest difficulties !' said One of the two men whom we have I first place ; and then I scorch to see
sion of her face ; they called her Fleur mentioned, he who kept his hand so I yon handle the Maitre d'Ecole: hetho Chourineur, giving the unfortu

carefully concealed, leaned over the has always rinsed me, and I want to

have any more ; another time, I say
nothing if I meet you.'

'Art thou not content? art thou
complaining ? ' cried the unknown,
with a menacing voice. 'Is it that I
have macarono?' (fought in a foul

manner).
'No, no, 1 dont complain ; thou art

an attnit' (trump), said the brigand, in
a peevish tone, but with that sort of
respect which physical foi'co always
inspires in people of that class; 'thou
hast rinsed me, and except the Maitre

nato wretch a random blow with his
fist which made her utter a piercing table toward the Ogresse and said in) see him washed in return; oh, that

from or pursue their enemies. We
have often tremblod for those colo-

nists and inhabitants of cities, when
thinking that so near them lived or
roamed these barbarous tribes, whose
sanguinary habits remove them so far
from the pale of civilization. We are
about to place before our readers
some episodes of the lives of other
barbarians, as far removed from civ-

ilization as the savage people so well

a hoarse whisper, I will do me good.'

of the Ogresse instead of a carpet, and
this was situated near the door, and
under the lamp on each side of this
room there was placed six tables, oitfc

cry,

de Marie, which in Argot (slnng)iueans
virgin.

We wish wo could convey to the
reader the singular impression made
upon us when, in the midst of this vo-

cabulary, redolent with words of blood.

Has the Maitre d Ecole been here I Ah, ah ! do you think I am goinst'That is nothing my girl only a
y ?' to jump on the Maitre d'Ecole like a ;

bulldog, just to amuse you ?' 'No, butend of each, as well as the benches,
was nailed to the wall; at the further he will jump on yon as soon as he hears

that you are stronger than he.' answer

'No, said Mother Ponisse.
'Yesterday ?'
'Yes, he came.'
'With his new wife?'

warning. Hardly had he said these
words when he cried with a terrible
oath, 'I am hit in my arms thou
hast scratched me with thy scissors.'
And, foaming with rage, he rushed in
pursuit of La Goualeuse down the

d'Ecole, who can eat three Herculeses
end of the room a door opened into
the kitchen; on the right, near the bar,
another gave an exit into the allcv,

ed the Chourineur, rubbing his hands.for breakfast, no one to this hour has

and murder, and theft, we came to this
one so jioelical, so metaphorical, so re-

ligious. Fleur de Marie is it not
like a lily rearing its snow-whit- e head
on a field of carnage? Singular con-

trast, strange chance ! the inventors of

'Bah! do vou take me for a snv 'I have money enough left to (rive himput his foot on my head.'
described by Cooper; only tho bar-
barians of whom we speak live among
us, and around us ; we can elbow
them if we venture into the dens where
they assemble to plot murde.i and rob-
bery, and to divide among themselves

'Well! what then?
'What then? why, I have found my

with your questionings ? do you think his change,' said Rodolphe, carelessly ;
I am going to denounce my guests?' 'but what horrid weather; suppose
said the Ogresse in a brutal manner, we have some brandy and sugar; per--

dark alley.
'Come no nearer,' she said, 'or I

will dig thine eyes out with ray scis-

sors. I have done nothing to thee ;

why hast thou hit mo ?'
'I am going to tell vou,' cried the

this frightful language have dared to
look up to a holy poesy they have

which led to miserable apartments,
where one can lodge for three sous the
night and now a few words about the
Ogrvttc&uA her guests.

She was called the mother Panisse,
and her threefold employment was, to
keep the tavern, take in lodgers by the

master, that s all : van will find yours
one of these day ; sooner or later

the spoils of their victims. every one Hints his il it is not man, added another charm to the words they
wish to express.These men have their own customs. why there is the Mtgilet Mrg(iiw ),

These reflections, do thev not leadnight, und to rent out clothes to the
women and language: a mysterious bandit, still groping down the alley,
language, crowded with wretched im-- 1 'Ah 1 I've got thee, and now I'll
agery and disgusting m.laphors of; make thee dance,' lie added, seizing
blood. with his immense and .powerful hands

as the sangliers ( priests) say that
which is sure is, that now thou hast
put the Clitiili'ilieiir under thy feet,
thou eausl do as thou plcaset in the

u 10 ''cve. " iniiiMng atso oi omcre beinss who swarm in thee
contrasts, which break the horrible

misenil
foul sir

""""" ol tlic l"0"t ,'r"uualThe u .resse was about forty year
r,r,. ,1e I,.'tu it l,;enees, that certain principles of pietyLike the savages, they generally a slerder and delicate arm. 'It isjcile. All the

have names common aiming them- -, thou who shaft dance,' said a hoarse slaves. Ogres
women will be thy
tnd Ogresses will not a red soniclliinir of a beard :'"lld morality, innate, as it were, cast

here and there their sparkling light onselves given to them either for their j voice. dure to refuse to give the credit.'
energy, cruelty, or some physical de- - 'A man ! is it thou, Dras-rong- e ? 'Who art thou, then ? thou devides la
fortuity. Answer me, and don't squeeze so jars(spcakest Argot)like papa and

some dark, gloontv mind ? Malefactors
her rough ami masculine voice, her
immense arms and large hands, all in-

dicated no common strcmrth ; her hat
was trimmed wilh a faded red and

'all of one description are phenomena

'I have a rendezvous with the Mai- - naps " wilt make La Goualeuse nnd
tre d' Ecole this night ; we have some her voice.' 'Agreed,' said the Chouri--

businc8s together.' neur; 'and to become acquainted,
'That must be something very nice, we'll just say who we are,' added

your affairs, assassins as you are.' - Rodolphe. .

'Assassins 1' said the irritated 'White Hair, nicknamed the Chouri--
bandit ; 'it is from them you make ncur, liberated galley-slav- workman
your living.' among the floating woods at the

'Come, come, will you hold your Quai Saint Paul frozen during the
tongue ?' said the Ogresse, 'or I'll winter, roasted in summer behold
throw this jug at your head.' my character,' said the guest of Ro- -

The cowardly wretch sat down dolphe, making the military salute
growling. with his left hand. 'And you, my

Fleur de Marie, as she came in had master, this is the first time I have
exchanged a look of friendly intelli- - seen you in the cite. I don't mean to
gence with the young man we have reproach you, but you have entered
mentioned. marching on my scull and beating the

Tho Chourineur said to him : 'Ah! drum on my hide. Thunder and
Barbillon, always drinking brandy 7' lightning, what music 1 above alL those

'Always; I had rather go without last touches, just as you finished. I
shoes nnd food than brandy in my can't help thinking about it I I guess
throat and tobacco in my pipe,' said you tried to excel But have you no
tho young man, in a cracked voice other trade but that of rinsing the
without changing his position and Chourineur.

siifllcientlv rare.e ven lure to uescrioe wun great iiaro. lam in the entrance ol tnviinaina! n thou art giim-iie- i a roober
I am not thv man. I have chourinc yellow riband: a tippet of rabbit skin- The unknown defender of La Goua-diffidence some of the scenes of tins house, it must be thou,

story. In the first place, we fear we 'It i s not Bras-Rouge- ,' said the
shall be accused of spreading out dis- - voice.

wat crossed on her bosom and tied leuse( we shall call him Rodolphe) was(iriveu blows with a knife), it, is true,
because when my blood rushes to my'
head I always see red, and 1 must!'Good ! if it is not a friend there's

behind her back ; hfr dress of green about thirty years of age, and a
so short, that her black xibuts dling size; his slight and perfectly

i s,.cii lioll' liiii ii- -' proporlioned nVure luvciio indicationilooil to be shed,' cried the I'houri-- 1 strike But 1 have' paid for my chou- -

rimles in going li'tcen years to tile! .,, ,iy i;1(,,.sl(IV(, . au,i, ilialv, 1,,,,-Jo- the great strength which he had

gusting details; and even if this is
allowed, that we shall be incompetent
to the task of giving a faithful, vigor-

ous and bold description of the man-

ners and customs of these people.
In describing these scenes, we have

almost trembled, and have hardly es-.- ..

. i i i .

pre (galleys), l lnisiie.i my lime. ' copper-coloure- d complexion, much in-- 1 shown m his contest .with the Chou- -

owe nothing to the ui'iciix(.iudires), ;,llllt,(, ,,v t,M. umM, f str.iur drink, rineur. It had U-e- difficult to assign

THATJCAT.
I'm smiling, fr 1 see the slain
I sent that liulk-- through thy bruin
Thoiil't never teal my fjtiail again

O. mast burglarious cat

Thy appetite was over niee.
Thou filched my Sunday dinner twice,
Itut never noticed rats or mice,

Most cpicuriau cat.

It wxs thy custom moonlit nights,
To niint'ie in the (lurmlet tights.
And give our Imby dreadful fritrhtK,

O.tnost rantankerous cat

Oft did I watch thee sneuk along

First in the caterwauling throng,
To deafen us with chorus song ;

Thou operatic cat i

Ah ninny a well intended brick,
Down on grimalkin heads rained thick !

Tio well thou didst the "double quick,"
Thou old strategic cat

Thy yowls of pleasure of despair ;

Too oil have wrung from me a swear

Thai split in twnin the midnight air,

And never tnoved a cat

Thanks be to lead ! I've stopped thy wind ;

Thanks be to lead thy ranks arc thinned !

0 ! would that all thy nice were skinned,
Thou malefactor cat !

Sleep on, across that heap of stones,
1 ne'er shall venerate thy bones ;

But I'll remember those old tours,
Thou direful Thomas cat !

Hie jacet ancient Thomas cat,
He was as black as any hat,
And innocent of mouse or rat !

He loved what he could steal the best,

But tound that lead would not digest.

and I have nevergi inchl ; thou mavest The counter, lined with load, was any certain character to the physiogno-furiiishe- d

with jugs with iron hoops. my of Rodolphe it united the
different-size- d measures of tin; on est contrast; his features were

simmII shelf could I u seen imi n v irhiss lai'l v handsome, too handsome for a

ask La Goualeuse !'

'It is true; ho is not a robber,'.said
the latter.

ncur; 'but to whom belongs this lit-

tle paw that I have hold of?'
'It is the fellow of this.'
Under the soft and delicate skin ol

the hand that now seized him quickly
by the throat the Chourineur could
feel nerves and muscles of steel.

La Goualeuse, who had lied to the
bottom of the alley and mounted a
few steps of the staircase, stopped a
moment, and cried out to her unknown

eaped Ii oin a uervoustrepmauon ; we
passing out volumes of smoke. 'I am a painter of fans, and I am

Good-evenin- Mother Ponisse.' called Kodolphe.'
will not say anxiety, for fear we may
be accused of ridiculous affectation.
In thinking that our readers might

'W ell, come ami take a glass fil(.,ms, moulded iu the form of the man; his delicately-pal- e complexion,
orautiy wun me, ami we snail occome emperor: these bottles were filled his large brown eves, almost always

participate in these feelings we have acquainted,' said the unknown. Come,
let's have no ill feeling.'

with adulterated liquors of a rose and half closed, his lounging gait, his ironi-gree-

colour, known by the name of eul smile, seemed to announce a dis-had some doubts whether we ought to
persevere in our story ; whether defender, 'Oh! thank vou, sir fop .now mat is gcnicei inouuri my ;,; amiiur ., isolation finally, sipated man, whose constitution was,

. i 1. 1 .1 : .i- -such descriptions should be placed a large lilack' cat, wilh vellow eves, as yet, oniy weuKeucii ny tne aristohaving taken my part ; Chourineur
struck me because I would not paybefore the public. We have had our cratic excesses of oppulcut life, let,

notwithstanding his white nnd delicatefor some brandy. I re enged myselfdoubts; and without the very imperi-

ous exigencies of the narrative, wo

to play with lists; those last hlows 0i.il.-- l 1 Hear the Ogresse, seeiucdthc
comedown likeahailstorm Thunder I wmjjul. of this place,
how they poured ou sconce nev-- 1my im.v a (t,lst ,l!lt unl,t st,,.ms
er have felt anything like it just like ,,,,1,1,,, jf (id not know that the
a blacksmith shammer a new game, , .(st is an impenetrable abvss

should regret having placed in such a
hands, Rodolphe had just knocked
down one of the most robust and re-

nowned banditts of this resort of rol

but I could not do him much harm
with my scissors. Now I am iu safe-

ty, take care of yourself. He is the
Chourineur.'

The terror that this man caused
was great.

I guess thou must teach me.'

said La Goualeuse. 'Painter of fans! ah! that is the
'Good-eveni- ng, Fleur de Marie,' reason your hands are so white,' said

answered the Ogresse, inspecting the the Chourineur. 'But never mind, if
vestments which covered the unfortu-- all you workmen are like you, it an-
nate ; 'ah, it's a pleasure to rent one's pears that your trade requires a great
things to you. You are a neat little deal of strength. But since you are
puss. I never would have let such a workman, and an honest one I doubt
fine orange shawl to such creatures as not, why do you come to a tapis-fran- c

La Tourneuse or the Tete de Mort where you will only meet thieves and
But I have taktin good care cf you robbers, or a liberated galley-slav- e

since you came from prison, and I 1'ke me, who cannot go anywhere
must confess you are the best crea-- else?'
'ure in all the cite.' 'I come here because I like good

'Hollo, Mother !' said Rodolphe, 'I society.'
see you have got some holly-woo- d on 'Hum ! hum 1' cried the Chourineur,
your clock,' pointing with his finger shaking his head with an air of doubt
tothoKaster bough, placed behind 'I found you in the alley of Bras Rouge;
the cuckoo. enough sufficient You say yon do

Well, and would you have one live not know him?' ' ,

liko heathen?' answered the horrible 'I wonder if you are going to talk
woman ; and then speaking to La to me any more of your Bras-Roug- e

Goualeuse, said: 'Come, won't you whom the devil confound, that is, if
give us one of your songs ?' his majesty pleases.'

'After supper, Mother Ponisse, 'Hold, master; you are a little sus--

I'll begin as soon as thou wilt.'
'Not with me not with me I feel

yet a little dizzy ; but thou must

tiers.
We say aristocratic excess, because

the intoxication proceeding from, or
caused by, generous wine, is very dif-

ferent from thut caused by a misera-

ble adulterated drink ; because, in a
word, to the eyes of an observer, an
excess differs as much in symptoms as
in kind and tqxvies.

'But don't you hear mo? I tell
you it is the Chourineur I' repeated
La Goualeuse, 'and I am a bandit
who is not a coward ;' said the un-

known ; and then he was silent, but

Seckkt in Baking Bkkap. The
grand secret nnd mystery in having
the bread come out of the oven de-

licious, inviting and nutritive, is the
exact point of time in putting it in.
While in the state of dough it will

a holy Easter branch, bought at the
church by the Ogresse, was placed be-

hind the box of an ancient cuckoo clock.
Two men, with sinister looks, bristling
beards, ami clothed almost in rags, had
hardly touched the jug of wine that had
been served to them, but were whisv
cring, evidently, in an unquiet and un-

easy manner.
One of them especially, who was

very pale, almost livid, kept continually
drawing his wretched Greek cap over
his eyes. He held his left hand con-

cealed, never using it except when com-

pelled by necessity. At a short dis-

tance was seated a young man of hard

readily run into various stages of Certain furrows o 11 the brow of
Rodolphe revealed profound thought,
essentially a contemplative man; yet
the firmness of the contour of his month
his carriage of the head, somewhat
bold and imperious, betrayed the man
of action, whose phvsical force and

said the Chourineur. picious of me, and you are uot wrong ;

the noise of a deadly conflict was
heard for some seconds. 'Dost thou
wish that I should kill thee ?' cried
the bandit, making a violent effort to
get rid of his adversary, whom he
found possessed of great strength.
'Good I good thou art going to pay
for La Goualeuse and for thyself he
added, grinding his teeth. 'Pay in
money of my fists ?'

'Yes, answered the unknown.
'If thou dost not let go my cravat,

I'll bite thy nose,' said the almost

'And what will you have, my good but if you wish,.ril tell you my histo-fello-w

?' said sho to Rodolphe, desir- - ry, on condition that you Will teach

know Bras-Roug- as thou wast iu the
alley of his house.'

'Bras-Rouge- said the unknown,
surprised at this question ; 'docs no-

body but Bras-Roug- e live in this
house ?'

'Yes, my man. Bras-Roug- e has his
own reasons for not desiring neigh-

bours,' said the Chourineur, smiling
in a significant manner.

'Well so much the better for mine,'
said the unknown, who seemed desir-
ous of putting a stop to the conversa-
tion. I don't know Bras-Roug- any
more than I know Bras-Noir- ; itraiu-f)-

hard, and I stepped into the alley
for shelter: thou wast beating this
poor girl, and I beat thee, that's
all.'

'Just so; besides, I don't want to
know anything of thine affairs; those!
who stand iu need of the services of
Bras-Roug- e don't tell it to all Rome:
don't say any more about it:' then
turning to La Goualeuse, ho said.

horrible quarter the commencement
of our talc. We count a little, how-

ever, on that curiosity which a gloomy
drama is apt to produce ; and, besides
we believe in the ellicaey of contrasts.
In this view of the case, it is perhaps
well to describe certain beings whose

sombre, energetic, and perhaps crude
characters, will serve as a set-of- f to

those of a nature entirely different.
The reader, thus informed of thena-tnr- e

of the excursion we intend to
make among the people of this infer-

nal race, who fill our prisons and gal-

leys, and whose blood stains our scaf-

folds will perhaps follow us. Doubt-

less this investigation will be new to

him, but we assure him that after he

puts his foot on the first round of the

ladder, as he mounts, and as the tale
proceeds, the atmosphere will become
clearer and more pure.

On the 13th of December, 1838, a
cold and rainy evening, a man of ath-

letic form, wearing a miserable blouse
cYossed the Pont an change and plung-

ed into the cite.a labyrinth of obscure,
crooked, and narrow streets, which
rVctcnd from the Palais de Justice to

Notre Dame.

The quarter or district of the Pal-

ais de Justice, very circumscribed,

and well watered, is, nevertheless, the

asylum or resort of the rogues of Par-

is. Is it not strange, or, rather, is

there not a fatality, an irresistible at-

traction thus drawing these criminals
around the formidable tribunal which

ing to make him welcome, so that me to strike those blows which made
she might count upon his assistance me smell brimstone.'
when required. 'I consent, Chourineur; you shall

courage would always exercise on the
multitude an irresistible ascendency.
Often his look seemed charged with a
lnelancholly sadness, and all that com-

miseration has the most hopeful, all

ly sixteen years, with a drunken, pule,
and livid look ; his long, black hair
floated on his shoulders, smoking a
short white pipe; this youth was a
fine specimen of juvenile precocity.
He was leaning against the wall, with
his hands in the pockets of his blouse,

'Ask the Chourineur, mother, it is teu me your story, anatben La lion--

strangled Chourineur. his feast, but I pay.' aleuse shall tell hers.'
'Well, what do you want for sup-- 'Agreedanswered the Chourineur.

per ?' said the Ogresse, turning to the 'The weather is too bad even to put
that pity has the most touching, was
pictured on his countenance ; at other
times, on the contrary, the expresssion
of Rodolphe become hard and wicked ;

his features expressed so much dis

'My nose is too short, my man, and
thou doesn't see too clearly.'

'Come, then, under tho lamp.'
'Come,'.repcated the unknown, 'and

we'll look at the whites of each oth
er's eves; and throwing himseit on dain und cruelty, that one could scarce-

ly believe they could ever be susceptithe Chourineur, whom he still held by
the throat, he backed him to the en ble ot auv gentle emotion, lhe con

tinuation of this story will show whut
was capable of catling forth passions
and feelings so opposite iu their na

and he never took the pipe from his
mouth except to drink of the brandy
which stood before him. The other
inmates of the tapis-franc- , male or fe-

male, deserve no particular notice;
their physiognomies were ferocious or

i ill 1, their gavel y gross or licentious,
their silence sombre or stupid: such
were the guests of the tapis-fran-

where the unknown, the Chourineur,
und La Goualeuse entered. These
three last personages play so important
a part in our story, that we should
not fail to place them in bold relief.

The Chourineur was a man of tall
stature, athletic make, with

hair, almost white, heavy dark eye

trance of the alley ; then pushing him

violently he threw him into the street,
hardly lighted by the wretched lamp.
The bandit fell but recovering him-

self immediately, rushed with fury ou

fermentation the first of these is
the sacharine, or that which produces
sugar the next is tho vinous the
third the acetous, or that producing
vinegar, etc. If the dough be formed
into loaves, and placed in the oven
before the first fermentation has
taken place, the bread will turn out
heavy. If it be kept from the oven
till the second fermentation, it will
prove light enough but tasteless ;

and little better than the same
quantity of sawdust. If it be de-

layed until the acetous fermentation
has occurred, it conies out sour.; and
altogether uneatable. It is, then,
during the first or sacharine fermen-
tation that it should be cast into
the oven ; and it will if sufficiently
baked, be found a sweet and whole-

some food. That bread should be

without sweetness, when allowed to
run into the- vinous fermentation is

very easily explained the sacharine
matter produced by the first fermen-

tation being converted into a viuous

spirit, which is driven off by evapor-

ation during the process of baking.
This kind of bread may be easily
distinguished without tasting, by its
loose, open appearance tho pores
or cells being very large whereas,
really good bread is marked by fine

pores, and a sort of uetwork of a
uniform appearance.

Recipe for Milk-Risi- n g Bread.
Take two cups of boiling water, two

cups of new milk, and one tcaspoon-fu- l

of soda make a batter of it and
put in a tin pail to rise. Keep the
water a little more than luke-war-

The cause of its turning acid is not
being kept warm enough, and let-

ting it stand too long.

ture.

On my faith, thou art a good girl. 1

gave thee a tap on tint head, and thou
gavest me a punch with scissors ; it
was only in fun : but what was really
kind on your part, was that thou didst
not wish that madman there to thrash
me when I cried enough. Thou shalt
come and drink with us; this gentle-
man pays I my man, in-

stead of going to drink, suppose we
go and sup at the Lupin Blanc: it is

In this conflict with the Chourineur,
Rodolphe had shown neither angerthe unknown whosesmall and slender

figure gave no indication of the great nor hatred against an adversary so un-

worthy. Confiding in his strength,
iu his address, in his agility, he had

strength ho had displayed.condemns them to the prison, the gal
The Crourmcur, although of an

experienced no emotion but that ofathletic make, and very expert in that
sort ot pugilism which is vulgarly
called La lavuttc, found his master.

brows, and enormous whiskers ot burn- -a tapisfranc
Agreed; I'll pay for supper. Wilt ling red. Poverty, the rude labour at

The unknown tripped up his heels

bandit, 'what do you want, wicked a constable out ot doors that will
dog ?' amuse us. Are you agreed, La Gou--

Two measures of wine at 12 sous, aleuse?'
three small loaves of fresh bread, and 'Oh, yes, but it will not take long,,
a harlequin (a mixture of broken vie said Fleur de Marie. 'And you will
tuals),' cried the Chournenr, after hav-- tell yours, cpmrade Rodolphe T ad--

ing hesitated a while. ded the Chourineur. 'Yes, I'll begin,'
' I see that you are a famous drink- - answered Rodolphe. 'Painter o f

er, and have a great passion for har- - fans !' said La Goualeuse ; 'It is a nice
lequins.' trade.' 'And how much do you gain

'Well, and are you hungry now?' at such a break-bac- k calling as
said the Chourineur to La Goualeuse; that?' said the Chourineur.'? 1'llbe- -

'aro you hungry ?' gin my story,' answered Rodolphe.
'Now ! Chourineur.' 'My best day's work brings me in four
Do you like anything better than a francs, sometimes five, daring the long

harlequin, my girl ?' said Rodolphe. days of summer.' ' .:

'Oh no ! my hunger is all gone.' 'And do yon stroll about much T
fBnl why don't you look at my 'Yes, as long as I have money. ' In

master ?' said the Chourineur, with a the first place I pay six sous for my
coarse laugh, and pointing at Ro- - bed-V- f

dolphe with his finger : 'why don't you 'Pardon me, my lord yon pay six
look at him ?" The Goualeuse blush- - sous for your lodging I said the Chou- -

ed, and cast down her eyes without rineur, touching his cap.
answering. This word my lord ironically

After a short time, the Ogresse came used by the bandit, caused Rodolphe
herself, and placed on the table of to smile imperceptibly.' lie continu--

Rodolphe a jug of wine, some bread, ed : 'Oh, I like to be comfortable and
and the harlequin, which we sliaU not neat' 'Here's a peer of France, a
attempt to descrile to our readers, but banker, a millionaire,' cried the Chou- -

which the Chourineur seemed to find rineur; 'he lodges for Bix sons.' Ad--

pcrfectly to his taste, for he cried, ded to that' said Ropolphe, 'four sous
'What a dish ! ye gods 1 what a for tobacco, that is ten , four sous

dish ! it is like an omuibus ! there is for breakfast, fourteen ; fifteen for
something for all tastes; for those dinner, one or two for brandy, makes
who like fat and those who like lean ; about thirty sous a day. - I have no
for those who like pepper and those need to work all the day, the rest of
who like sugar chickens' legs and the time I frolic "r
fishes' tails, cutlet's bones and pie 'And your family T said La Goua

thou come, La Goualeuse?' said the the galleys in the scorching sun, had
unknown. bronzed his skin to that dark olive,and with wonderful dexterity threw

him twice. Oh ! I was very hungry,' she ans- - which may be said to be peculiar to
gallev-slave- s ; notwithstanding his terNot yet willing t o acknowledge wered, 'but this fight has made me

heart-sic- k ; I have no more appetite.'
'Bah. bah ! that 'II come when once

rible name, the features of this mauhimself conquered, the Chourineur re
intimated a more brutal audacity thanturned to the charge foaming with

rage; then the defender ot IaUoua- - at the table; besides, the cooking at ferocity although the buck part of his
the Lapin Blann is first rate.' The head, most singularly developed, an- -

uounced the preponderance of carnal
le.use quickly changing his mode of
fighting, rained down on tho head of
the bandit a torrent of blows with

three individuals, now on the most
friendly footing, turned their steps to

contempt for the sort ot brute tie threw
on the ground. To finish the portrait
of Rodolphe, we will say that his hair
was of clear ehestuut, as were his no
bly-arc- hed eyebrows ; he wore a fine

silken mustache, and his chin, a little
prominent, was most carefully shaved ;

otherwise, the manners and language
he used, or rather affected to use, with
incredible case, gave him a complete
resemblanceto the guests of the Ogres-

se. His symmetrical neck, modelled
liko an Indian Bacchus, was encom-

passed by a black cravat negligently
tied, with the ends falling on the
bosom of his blouse, whose faded col-

our announced its antiquity ; his shoes
were nailed with a double row of
nails, and, save his hands of dazzling
whiteness, nothing in his dress dis-

tinguished him from the other inmates ;

while his air of resolution, and, if we
may so express it, his audacious sereni

ley, or the scaffold. On this night
the wind blew in heavy gusts down

the narrow streets of this gloomy dis-

trict, and the pale light of the sus-

pended lamps, shaken b y the wind,

was reflected in the dark streams of
turbid water which flowed down the
muddy streets. Wretched houses
with scarcely a window, and those of

wornieateu frames without any glass,
dark, infectious-lookin- g alleys led to

still darker-lookin- g staircases, so

steep that they could only be ascend-

ed by the aid of ropes fastened to the
damp walls by iron hooks; the lower
stories of some of these houses were

occupied by sellers of charcoal, tripe
men, or venders of impure meat ; and
notwithstanding tho little value of
these commodities the windows of
these niiserablo shops were barred
with iron, so much did the owners
fear tho bold robbers of this quarter.

The mau of whom we have spoken
on entering the Rue aux Feves, situa-

ted in the middle of the cite, slacken,

ed his pace considerably; he felt
himself on his own ground. The
night was dark, the rain fell iu torrents

his fists, which struck as if they were
made of iron.

These blows with the fists, worthy
the envy and admiration of Jack Tur
ner, oue of the most famous boxers of
Loudon, were so entirely out of ail

and murderous appetites. The Chou-- .

rineur was dressed i 11 a miserable
blouse, trousers of velveteen, which
formerly had been green, but no colour
could now be distinguished, from the
heavy coating of mud.

By a strange anomaly, the face of
La Goualeuse presented one of those
angelic and lovely expressions which
preserve their ideality even in the
midst of depravity, as if the creat-
ure were unable to efface by its vices
the noble stamp which God has placed
on the forehead of some privileged
beings.

The Goualeuse had passed her six- -

rules of La savattc that the Chouri-

neur was doubly stunned, and for the

wards the tavern.
During the whole time of tho con-

flict between the unknown and the
Chourineur, a coalman of gigantic
stature, concealed in auother alley,
had watched with anxiety the chances
of the combat, without having leut)as
has been seen) tho least assistance to
either of tho adversaries ; and when
the trio started for tho tapis-fran-

the coalman followed them.
Tho bandit and La Goualeuse en-

tered first ; tho unknown was about
following, when the ap-

proached, and whispered iu a respect- -

third time fell upon the pavement
murmuring,

Solemnly set yourselves at chosen
times to think of God. Meditation
is of itself a distinct duty, and must
have a considerable time allowed it
among the other exercises of the
Christian life. It challenges a just
share and part in the time of our
lives ; and He in whom we are to
place our delight, is the prime and
chief object of this holy work.
Juhn Howe.

ty, placed between him and them an'I have enough.
'If ho gives up, have pity on him ;

crust, a fry, cheese, vegetables, birds' leuse. '. : !
'

heads, crackers, and salad now do 'Dead, during the cholera,' replied
cat La Goualeuse, it is choice have Rodolphe. . ...
you been feasting to-da-y 7' 'Feasting ! ; ' What trade did they follow,?" ask-a-h

yes; I . have eaten, as uaual, ed La Goualeuse. d'csDi.D
don't kill him,' said La Goualeuse immeasurable distance.

On entering the tapis-fran- c, the

Chourineur, placing one of his largewho had advanced, during tho conflict
to the door-wa- y of the house of Bra- s-

-- 'MO


